in it a gallant and protective deference. Miss Jenny
examined the still serenity of the -other's face.

"Why don9t you get married^ and let that baby look
after himself for a while? Mark my words, it won5! be
six months before some other woman will be falling al!
over herself for the privilege of keeping his feet dryf
and he won^t even miss you."

"I promised mother/5 the other replied quietly
without offense* . . . "I  don't  see why he  couldn't
have sent an intelligible message."

"Well . . ." Miss Jenny turned to her carriage.
"Maybe it's only an orphan^ after all/* she said with
comfortless reassurance.

"I'll know soon9 anyway/* the other agreed, and she
crossed to a small car at the curb and opened the door*

Miss Jenny got in her carriage and Simon mounted
and gathered up the reins. "Let me know when you
hear again," she called as the carriage moved forward.
"Drive out and get some more flowers when you want

"Thank you. Good-bye.59

"All right, Simon." The carriage moved on again^
and again' Simon withheld his news until they were out
of town*

"Mist' Bayard done got home/5 he remarked, in his
former conversational tone.

"Where is he?" Miss Jenny demanded immediately.

"He ain't come out to de place yit,M Simon answered.
"1 speck he went to de graveyard."

"Nonsense/5 Miss Jenny snapped, "No Sartoris ever
goes to the cemetery but once* . , . Does Colonel
he's home?"

"Yessum. I tole him9 but he don't ack he believed
I wuz tellin' him de troof."